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TWO TENTMAKERS 



When Saxon axe rang fast on Norman shield, 
When kite and raven screamed o'er Senlac 

field, 
When smoke slow-drifted o'er the stifled fen, 
And the slain herdsman kept his pillaged 

bield, 

In Eastern courts, soft-clothed and unafraid, 
In scented garden and the rose-pleached shade, 
Omar the Tenter hugged the sun, and 
bragged 
Of wine, of vintner, and the vintner's maid. 
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TWO TENTMAKERS 

No longer Khayyam's fingers wove the tent ; 
The soft-plucked lute-string with his voice was 

blent, 
And eyes, once blurred with counting o'er the 

stars, 
Looked deep in women's eyes and were content. 

He sang of earth and gracious earthly things, 
He sang of love, and yet for us he sings, 

Of wine, and of the wine-cup's minister, 
Of song, of roses, and of vanished springs. 

He sang of youth — flushed, jocund youth, but 

yet 
The gay, sweet voice was shaken with regret, 

For roses fall and winter hastes apace, 
Our youth is flown — and Omar's cheeks are 

wet. 
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TWO TENTMAKERS 

He felt the burden that each soul must feel 
When all its searchings but the closelier seal 

The morticed door, the seamless veil that hangs 
Where the hid Potter shapeth at His wheel. 

' Love ' (so he whispered), ' though a Potter be, 
Why flout the cup and go so grievously, 

Why scare the soul with fancied fires of Hell ? 
At last 'twill all be well with me and thee. 

' The Potter shapes the vessel at His whim, 
Coarse clay or fine, He shapes it wry or trim ; 

How, then, shall He condemn His handiwork ? 
His judgment of the pitcher judgeth Him/ 

Ah, midst the lutes and laughter of the throng, 
Through all this arabesque of wanton song, 
Did he recall that chaplain of his Guild 
Who laboured with his hands, to do none wrong ? 
3 
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TWO TENTMAKERS 

Himself he spent, not seeking others' gains, 
He stood before no Sultan — save in chains, 

Reasoned of judgment and of temperance, 
In perils often, and in divers pains. 

Did Omar pause to hearken on his way 
The words Paul uttered in an earlier day, 

Words telling over in an alien tongue 
The symbol of the Potter and His clay ? 

' As bowls a potter shapes, God mouldeth us, 
Elects our service, fair, ambiguous ; 

How may the broken shard beneath His wheel 
Presume to ask, Why hast Thou made me thus ? ' 

Omar and Paul grew tongue-tied long ago, 
Their mingled ashes down the ages blow ; 

Roses of Yesterday and Desert Snow, 
Whate'er the veil hath hidden, that they know. 
4 
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TWO TENTMAKERS 

From the sheer slope and lawns of Paradise 
Did Paul, I wonder, peer with narrowed eyes, 

And mark afar the graceless sybarite 
In the gross dark where, tuneless now, he lies ? 

Or, may it hap, that lolling at his ease, 
The dark-haired Houris thronging round his 
knees, 
Omar, with doubtful jest and pleasantry, 
Greets Paul, and drains his wine-cup to the lees ? 

Perchance each sleeps where none remembereth, 
Perchance the soul is mortal as the breath ; 

Ah, who can answer whether saint or sage 
Lived life more fully ere he fell on death ! 
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A SATYR 

Within this chilly woodland place, 

This maze of tangled stem and shoot, 

i 
In rough, green moss I hide my face 

And couch upon this sinewy root. 
So thick the leaves, so gross the dark, 

So thin the day that niters through, 
The peering sun can hardly mark 
How snug I lie perdu. 

So close I lie, that overhead 

From bough to bough the squirrels leap ; 
Shy, furry creatures lose their dread, 

And o'er my prostrate body creep. 
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A SATYR 

The dryad and the oread pass, 

They flit between the aged trees, 
Their rustling footsteps stir the grass, 
They vanish, — no one sees. 

I know a nymph-frequented stream ; 

At sunrise, when the day is cool, 
A flash, her breast and shoulders gleam, 

She leaps within the bubbling pool. 
One bound, and I have gained the bank, 

Could twine my fingers in her hair, 
Grip the wild naiad ere she sank, 
And hale her to my lair. 

At times a hurrying rumour thrills 
The startled land at evenfall, 

A glow of fire on distant hills, 
The murmur of the Bacchanal. 
.7 
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A SATYR 

They come, they come .^ loud grows the din 

The choric song, the tipsy shout, 
The conch and beaten tambourin, 
Silenus and his rout. 

All night, with torches, round the vat 
Dance reeling satyrs, drenched with wine; 

They rend the kid and burn the fat, 
They twist the maenad's hair with vine. 

And when the stars grow pale above, 
And all things shiver to the dawn, 

They mingle in their rustic love 
The goat-foot and the faun. 

The noise dies down, I hold aloof : 
Deep in the forest, cold and dim, 

My shaggy mates of horn and hoof 
Wrestle with shepherds, leap and swim. 
8 
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A SATYR 

Their sport I shun ; I would not snatch 

One kiss from Audreys as they go, 
Nor track the antlered deer, and watch 
Stags battling for the doe. 

For thus, a week agone, it chanced : 
At heat of day I sought the bath 

A naiad loves, when lo ! there glanced 
A lady down the forest path. 

I stared upon her as I stood ; 

Goddess, was she, or mortal maid ! 

Her beauty overbrimmed the wood 
And made my heart afraid. 

Frost-white, fruit-red, and human warm, 
Her russet tresses shaken down, 

She ran, her breast and supple form 
Half-shown beneath a kilted gown. 
9 
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A SATYR 

She came from out the blazing noon, 
Through woodland glooms she glimmered 
far, 
More lovely than the harvest moon, 
More silent than a star. 

My snare is spread, I lie in wait ; 

All antics of my kind I spurn ; 
Perchance the lovely runagate 

Will on her homeward way return. 
I hear her step ; with stealthy tread 

I run the panting chase to bay, 
So shall the goddess smite me dead, 
Or I possess my prey. 
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THE THRALLS OF LOVE 

TWELFTH CENTURY 

On spaces of the minster wall 

The tonsured craftsman broods, and paints 
The divers triumphs that befall 

And crown the labours of God's saints. 
In golden copes they kneel and sing 

Where censers shake in Heav'n above : 
We, too, are martyrs of a king, 
The villeins, we, of Love. 

For Love's dear sake we brave the snow 
With naught but one thin linen gown, 

For Love this noontide heat we go 
Wrapped fast in cloaks of fur and down. 
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THE THRALLS OF LOVE 

For love of Love we have not fled 

When clearlier shrilled the leper's bell, 
But donned his rags, and ate his bread, 
And lay within his cell. 

For love of one we dared not name 
We ran as wolves before her chase, 

We wore the night-rail of our dame 
And jousted 'neath her downcast face. 

To greet one far-famed chatelaine 
A dying man set forth in ships, 

Content with death, so he might gain 
One kiss from dreamed-of lips. 

As pilgrims pray before a shrine 
Where relics lie in carven oak, 

They see the tall, wax torches shine, 
The holy place is blurred with smoke. 
12 
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THE THRALLS OF LOVE 

So, white with dust and worn with days, 
We shape our love an Ark, and there 
We burn the candles of our praise, 
The censers of our. prayer. 

Within the rush-strewn, shadowy hall 
We sing, love-red and passion-pale, 

The damsels sit around the wall 
With trailing gown and linen veil ; 

In silken robes their lovers list, 
On cushions, at the maidens' feet, 

With silver chains bound hand to wrist, 
Each lover and his sweet. 

A painful lord to serve is Love, 
Small profit of our suit we drew, 

His fairest wage to raise a glove, 
To lace a slender, broidered shoe. 

13 
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THE THRALLS OF LOVE 

Or best, when pale as any rose, 

At hearing of our miseries, 
One takes her skirt and softly goes 
With deep and shining eyes. 

Yet e'en to us falls love betimes — 
To us whose days turn all amiss — 

A soft ear hearkens to our rhymes, 
A furtive mouth is ours to kiss. 

The silent eve comes steeped in calm, 
We kneel before our lady's knee, 

We place our hands within her palm 
And swear to fealty. 

Ah, God ! and hast Thou then no hour, 
No secret gift in store for us, 

When I may clasp within her bower 
This dame so fair and courteous ? 
14 
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THE THRALLS OF LOVE 

Ah ! grant me, Christ, her uncoifed head, 
Be that pure breast my love's reward — 
Yea, though I die beneath her bed 

Stabbed by the grim count's sword ! 

On spaces of the minster wall 

The tonsured craftsman broods, and paints 
The divers triumphs that befall 

And crown the labours of God's saints. 
In golden copes they proudly sing 

Where censers shake in Heav'n above : 
We, too, are martyrs of a king, 
The serfs, the thralls of Love. 
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THE REPRIEVE 

If Death should pluck the sleeve of youth 

Whilst lusty blood runs thick and strong, 
And whisper, ' Wouldst thou learn the truth 
Thy days are not for long.' 

Ah me ! what fear would words beget, 

What shrinking flesh one shames to tell, 
What sharp self-pity, fond regret, 
What poignance of farewell ! 

Ere yet the errant doom might come, 

Would youth not set his dwindling span 
To closelier weave the webs of home, 
The loves that make us man ? 
16 
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THE REPRIEVE 

Would life not seek from nature, art, 
The utmost tithing they may give, 
Refashion of the jaded heart 
A plate made sensitive ? 

Would not old gauds be fresh appraised, 

Should we not search with labouring breath 
The quicksands, near whose shoals are raised 
The gates of birth and death ? 

Yet all men pass beneath Death's rod, 

This man he takes, this other leaves ; 
We only hold by grace of God 
Indefinite reprieves. 

Grasp then thine hour, full, round, complete, 
Taste life through every flashing nerve ; 

Live, quickened by those certain feet 
No guile makes pause nor swerve. 
b 17 
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THE REPRIEVE 

Die when we must so now we live, 

Permit thy heart no pauper's dole ; 
Seek, thou, what Nature has to give, 
Or, friend, gain thou thy soul 
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THE FIELD FLORIDUS 

In a land of hive and olive, 
Tangled vine and tawny corn, 

'Midst a primitive, rude people, 
Long ago, this dream was born. 

Through the moist, deep meadow-grasses 
There the shepherd led his flocks ; 

There the naked, sun-burnt reaper 

Swathed the wheat in glistering shocks. 

There the women at the millstone 
Ground the winnowed grain for meal, 

And the village street hummed bee-like 
To the whirring spinning-wheel. 
19 
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THE FIELD FLORIDUS 

Midmost of the flat-roofed houses 
Rose a temple to the sun, 

Rudely carven, daubed with colour, 
Cedared from Mount Lebanon. 

Here, within the temple precincts, 
Headman of his tribe, the priest 

Skilled in rites of divination 
Slew the sacrificial beast : 

Tall, long-haired, in flowing raiment, 
Leaning lightly on his rod, 

With a pulse of flame, and eyesight 
Seared with gazing on the god. 

By his side, the shrine's handmaiden, 
Dwelt a little captive maid ; 

Hers to pour the lustral waters, 
Lend her lord a lowly aid. 
20 
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THE FIELD FLORIDUS 

Ne'er she kissed her hand in worship 
To the sun when all bowed low : 

Strange as snow upon the desert, 
Cold and white as drifted snow, 

In their tents she dwelt, a stranger, 
Homesick for a distant land, 

Spoke apart in broken whispers 
Words that none might understand. 

Only when the purple shadows 
Told her task was done, she crept 

To the secret, pitying cedars, 
Prayed a little there and wept. 

So through days of suit and service 
Slow she ripened as she stood, 

Till one morn her tender blossom 
Bloomed to sudden womanhood. 
21 
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THE FIELD FLORIDUS 

And the priest about the altar 
Started as he passed her by, 

Marked the bosom swell her vesture, 
Knew the woman in her eye ; 

And the subtle toils of passion 
Straitly round his heart he wove, 

Prayed the maid to be his leman, 
Sought to set on her his love. 

But she answered, low and seemly, 
' Daintier loves my lord may have, 

Richer brides and happier maidens, 
I am but an alien slave.' 

' Wert thou so averse from dalliance 
When thou wantoned at thine ease, 

'Neath the love-green skies of evening 
And the thick-branched cedar-trees ? 
22 



y Google 



THE FIELD FLORIDUS 

' By the quenchless fire I worship, 
Thou shalt woo me in thy turn, 

In a groomsman's close embraces 
Thou shalt burn as I now burn. 

' Ho, ye workers in the furrow ! 

Come, ye housewives, whence ye spin ! 
Enter in the temple straightway, 

Stand and judge this stranger's sin. 

' Answer me, ye aged elders, 
Speak the doom our wise law saith 

Meet for her who shames her body ? ' 
' Lord/ the elders answered, ' death ! ' 

' Hearken, tenders of the vineyard, 
Spinners, herdsmen from the byre, 

Shameless is this shameful woman, 
Let the wanton burn with fire/ 
23 
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THE FIELD FLORIDUS 

'Midst a field without the village, 
In the quiv'ring noontide heat, 

There a fire of wood was builded, 
Brambles heaped about her feet. 

Bound by bonds about her girdle, 
Hands and feet made fast and tied, 

When the sapless boughs were kindled 
Loud she raised her plaint and cried : 

1 Helper of the shamed and helpless, 

Since a maiden clean am I, 
Wilt Thou, Lord, refuse my quarrel, 

In this furnace must I die ? 

< Tell my truth before this people, 
Stay me at mine utmost heed ; 

Blame this malice of the heathen, 
Show Thyself a God indeed/ 
24 
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THE FIELD FLORIDUS 

At her tears and woful pleading, 
Lo ! a marvel to men's sight, 

All the fire grew full of roses, 
All was roses, red and white. 

In a bower she stood of roses, 
Roses arched above her head, 

Uncharred faggots gave white roses, 
Flame and kindled wood gave red. 

Therefore was this first rose-garden, 
Where these wonders happened thus, 

Held of men in praise and worship, 
Called the fair field Floridus. 

' Floridus/ the field God flourished ; 

For of mourning came a song, 
He hath taught the fire to blossom, 

Recompensed a maiden's wrong. 
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THE FIELD FLORIDUS 

And that men might have full surety 
Of this deed wrought long ago, 

God hath left with us the roses, 
Red like flame and pure as snow. 
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AT ST. MARGARET'S 

From this fair land of poppied corn, 

White cliff, loud beach, and halcyon sea, 
My heart on wings of dream is borne 
To one soft breast, its haunt, its bourne, 
Dear love, to thee. 

Ah, would within this quiet place 

Our eyes, our lips, dear love, might meet ! 
Would I might find your slender grace, 
The veiled, white wonder of your face, 
Your pulsing feet ! 
27 
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AT ST. MARGARETS 

These golden fields, this golden flame, 
Deep seas, far skies, and every view 
Spell but the letters of your name, 
Are painted background, empty frame, 
Dear, lacking you. 

For you are fairer, love, than these, 
Your throat more blanched than cliff or 

foam, 
Deeper your eyes than coloured seas ; 
The fitful wind in rustling trees 

But hints your gown. 

No purple seas nor amethyst, 

No saffron cornlands, gilded fair, 
Are worth the maiden lips I kist, 
The hasting feet that sought love's tryst, 
Your twilight hair. 
28 
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AT ST. MARGARETS 

Ah, would within this quiet place 

Our eyes, our lips, again might meet ! 
Ah, God ! to clasp your slender grace, 
To know the wonder of your face, 
Your rhythmic feet ! 
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THE SOUDAN'S DAUGHTER 

Within the garden walls were set 
Gay plots, where rose and lily met, 
And long paths edged with mignonette. 

Gnarled apple-boles stood overhead, 
Their mossy branches wide dispread, 
The green fruit ripening into red. 

The shady place was full of ease, 

Thin sunbeams trickled through the trees 

And spilt in pools more gold than bees. 

Yet close beside the lilied tank, 

Where bubbles rose and great carp sank, 

One lay outstretched upon the bank, 
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THE SOUDAN'S DAUGHTER 

Who dozed not in that pleasant spot, 
Nor knew if musk smelled sweet or not, 
Nor if the noon were cold or hot. 

Since morn he lay upon the grass, 
Yea, though a clerk, stood not at class, 
Nor this fair Saint's-day knelt at mass. 

Nor dreamed he here of plume or tent, 
Of masque or dance or tournament, 
But far away his swift thoughts went. 

He pored upon a painted scroll 
With carven boss and ivory roll 
And purple wrapper for the whole, 

Whereon was set a damsel fair, 
With well-deep eyes and well-dark hair, 
In cunning vest and colours rare. 
3i 
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THE SOUDAN'S DAUGHTER 

Yet 'twas but yester-eve, in truth, 
The Island knew no blither youth 
Than one who loitered near a booth, 

And idling at the chapman's stall 
Marked the ranged volumes, floreate, tall, 
Monk-written, and amongst them all 

One slender parchment, silk arrayed, 
Much worn with voyage, stained and frayed, 
Thereon the likeness of a maid ; 

Brought — vouched the scribe — by hardihood 
O'er pathless waste and perilous flood 
From out the lands of damned Mahoud : 

Yea, that this treasure, hardly won, 
(He took to witness Mary's Son) 
Was a King's child in Babylon ; 
3* 
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THE SOUDAN'S DAUGHTER 

The Soudan's daughter, pilgrims said, 

The pearl of maiden seemlihead, 

By all men loved, though none might wed ; 

Whom the foul Paynim kept alone 

Within a tower of morticed stone, 

Till she might share an Emperor's throne. 

Whereat the clerk grew pale and sad, 
And seeing the worship that she had, 
Love-longing fell upon the lad. 

And when th' unrestful darkness came, 
Before his eyes she shone, like flame, 
Who loved unwitting of her name. 

Set round with naked scimitars, 

Her face looked through its casement bars, 

One moon, amidst a sky of stars. 

c 33 
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THE SOUDAN'S DAUGHTER 

At dawn once more he sought his prize 
And shamed the summer heat with sighs, 
His eyes on unreturning eyes. 

* Would I might send from forth this place 
Some kiiig-at-arms to find thy dais, 
And crave thy gift of amorous grace ! 

' Would God my herald went before 
To tell my love I seek her shore 
With sail and unreluctant oar ! ' 

And lo ! within his breast there smote 
A strife of wings, and in his throat 
Rose a winged bird and a bird's note. 

'Oh, fluttering heart within my breast, 
Red bird that panteth in thy nest, 
Wilt thou fly east at my behest ! 
34 



y Google 



THE SOUDAN'S DAUGHTER 

' Bird of my heart, thy wings are stirred, 
Fly east, fly far, O swift red bird, 
And bear my love a lover's word. 

' Fly, bird, from forth this grim north land, 
O'er smoking towns, p'er leagues of sand, 
Fly, fly, where earth is green and bland. 

' Tire not, swift wings, till all is done, 
Till in the gateways of the sun 
Rise triple walls of Babylon. 

' Seek there a stone-built morticed tower 
Wherein is set her maiden bower, 
Hedged round with thick hibiscus-flower. 

' And sing within her bended ear : 
" He comes apace, who sent me here, 
To kiss thy mouth so soft and dear." ' 
35 
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THE SOUDAN'S DAUGHTER 

Then straightway from his breast there drew 
A fair-fledged bird of crimson hue, 
That sang a mystic song and flew 

Far, far from out the sombre land, 

O'er saffron plains, o'er sun-parched sand, 

Where opal skies spread deep and bland, 

Till at the last his quest was won, 
And at the gateways of the sun 
Rose the strong keeps of Babylon. 

Past loud bazaars by slaves beset, 
Past baths where shrouded women met, 
Past dome, and mosque, and minaret 

He flew, till lo ! the stone-built tower, 
A casement and a latticed bower, 
Her garden of hibiscus-flower. 
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THE SOUDAN'S DAUGHTER 

There lighting on some cypress-tree, 
In coat and tabard borne o'er-sea, 
Love's herald thrilled to melody, 

Till at the song without her door 

The Soudan's daughter crossed the floor 

And marked her crimson troubadour. 

The fruit-green sky was sick with calm, 
The laden air breathed faint with balm, 
She dreamed, her chin within her palm. 

She dreamed, nor knew if time was long ; 
She dreamed, her ears against the song ; 
She dreamed, and in her heart a throng 

Of dreams woke dreaming, flushed and young : 
Of Frankish arms about her flung, 
And love-words in a foreign tongue ; 
37 
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THE SOUDAN'S DAUGHTER 

Of flight from out the Soudan's ward, 
Of loud pursuit with torch and sword, 
A far Frank land and a Frank lord. 

She dreamed, her ears against the song ; 
She dreamed, nor knew the time was long, 
And in her heart fair dreamings throng ; 

Till one who sought her place of birth 
O'er waste, drear places of the earth, 
Spied a white house and laughed for mirth. 

He entered at the wicket gate, 
Heard a shrill bird importunate, 
And saw, no queen in purple state, 

But a still maiden bending there, 
With well-deep eyes and well-dark hair 
Beyond God's angels wondrous fair. 
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THE SOUDAN'S DAUGHTER 

* Leave not thy balcony, fair friend ; 
Love, is it I these dreams attend ! 
Sweet love, hast thou no heart to lend ! * 

He paused and knelt before her feet, 
Half-turned, he heard her pulses beat, 
Whilst yet the bird sang loud and sweet. 

Her body yearned to his embrace, 
Her hair and mouth possessed his face ; 
A fragrant dusk made dark the place. 

Within, the Paynims held carouse ; 
The lovers stole from forth the house 
And fled beneath the cedar boughs. 

From 'mongst the turbaned Infidel, 

To lighted towns, where Christians dwell, 

Christ and Saint Denys speed them well. 
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AU JARDIN DE MON COEUR 

(Jean Richepin) 

When you are kind, dear, in my heart there blows 
A garden white with lily, flushed with rose. 

Flowers, colour, perfume, all things seek to please, 
My garden flits with butterflies and bees. 

• Merle, finch, and linnet hasten at your whim, 
The mad birds quire like ravished seraphim. 

The slender fountain dancing in the day 
Flowers to a rainbow and dissolves in spray. 

For when your Grace is gracious unto me 
My heart keeps festival and kermesse. 
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But when your eyes grow sombre and morose, 
Farewell to springtime, and adieu the rose. 

The wilted lilies droop upon their stalks. 

No bee wings humming down my garden walks ; 

Linnet and finch that trilled so loud of late 
Are flown to home in hearts more fortunate. 

The rainbow shivers from the fountain jet, 
Its marble cup with tears and spray is wet. 

Ah, whilst for me your eyes retain their scorn, 
My heart is but a garden choked with thorn ! 
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FOR FLANDRINS PORTRAIT OF A 
YOUNG GIRL, IN THE LOUVRE 

Is this my home, this alien sky and bleak ? 

My heart, my exiled heart, beats otherwhere ; 
In errant thought at least your spires I seek, 

White town of lucid street and ordered square, 
So modern, yet so Greek. 

Paris, whose nimble thoughts are beacon stars, 

Paris, all lyric with the joy of earth, 
Sick with the heady fume of memoried wars, 
Stained with her children's blood, with soils of 
birth, 

Yet lilies veil her scars. 

Paris, of Protean shapes and changing hue, 
Paris, with thrilling lips and haunting eyes, 
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She shows to each the gift his heart would view, 
She comes, her raiment gemmed in cameo- wise, 
But as Bacchante too. 

Her streets are quick with life and garish light, 
With speech more musical and blithe than song, 

Scent, coloured gowns, and necklets jewel-bright, 
Slim forms of dark-haired women in the throng 
With faces ivory white. 

Her tides surge round strange spots remembered 
well, 
Ghostly with pregnant deed and blood-dark 
stains, 
By cafe, frescoed church, and stored hotel, 
Near that deep sunset wrought of scriptured 
panes, 
The purple Sainte-Chapelle. 
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They surge about the lode-rock of all lands, 

The house of gilded gold and sardonyx, 
Where, subtly shaped, with lost, possessive 
hands, 
Instinct with worship, clothed upon with sex, 
The naked Venus stands. 

Others may pass, I enter for a while, 
Though now I linger not where once I stood, 

New spells and slighter charms a space beguile 
From Ingres' dream of flexuous maidenhood, 
Lisa's elusive smile. 

I seek a place where footfalls make no stir, 
I know a face that lives for me alone — 

What matters it though none pays court to her ? 
I shun the facile creed, the obvious throne, 
The crowded worshipper. 



y Google 



A YOUNG GIRL 

I care not if none other finds her fair, 
I love this girlish presence on the wall, 

Dressed in such simple robe as maidens wear, 
With sober eyes most shy and virginal 
And loosely gathered hair. 

The thin gown shows her throat a little way, 
She holds within her hands a printed book, 

Yet reads no word, her slow lips seem to pray, 
She finds all things whereon her eyes may look 
Twilight and chill and gray. 

What premonitions haunt this quiet breast, 
What springs of sorrow well within these 
eyes! 
May she divine the nun's religious vest, 
Long days of Lenten fast and charities, 
The convent's cloistral rest ! 
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Or did the secret years she feared to scan 
Obscurely mould the maiden to the wife ; 

Sweet common currents through her being ran, 
Wanning to deeper colour all that life 
Hid not with God, but man. 

Ah ! even so, her boding heart perchance 
Met sorrow straitly where she feared it most ; 

Yea, when one frustrate year the German lance 
Smote golden fields with crimson war, she lost 
Home, husband, son, for France ! 

I question vainly of this simple face, 

These eyes refuse their secret as they brood ; 
I get no knowledge of her name and place, 
Strange things divide us, years and sea and 
blood, 

The severed cords of race, 
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I only know this maid is dear to me, 

With bands she draws me, calls that never cease; 
Her veiled, close beauty whoso wills may see, 

It speaks blanched holiness, unquiet peace, 
Unspoken sympathy. 

Only, I know that as with dubious feet 

I seek the hall and slowly pass from thence, 
Her sad eyes haunt me down the Paris street, 
Her face, her form, more clear to heart and 
sense 

Than any I may meet. 
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FOR A PICTURE 

No summer heats, no autumn ardours burn 
In the cool greenness of this humid cave : 
The nymph's white body, temperate and suave, 

Flows pure as water from her trickling urn. 

New waked in wonder, all her sex to learn, 
She stands in faultless favour, gracious, grave, 
Her tranquil feet beside the shallow wave, 

And, near her knee, one trailing frond of fern. 

She hath her part in Beauty, — Beauty seen 
In shape and shapen symbol ; Beauty heard 
In things melodious as a quiring bird ; 
Beauty whose thoughts are holier than men ween ; 
Beauty that delved, when Chaos knew God's 
word, 
And made a garden where a waste had been. 
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THE MONK OF PUICIBOT 

Oh, coarse is the serge of the girdled gown 
And the hood drawn o'er the brow, 

When the cowled monks pass from the first low 
mass 
With shuffling feet and slow. 

But fresh, but gay as the one spring rose, 

In plume and broidery, 
Was the knight who went through the garden- 
close 
And knelt as the prior passed by. 
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And sad are the chants that the shorn monk sings, 

And the beads his fingers tell, 
The doleful tune of the four last things — 

Death, Judgment, Heaven, and Hell. 

But blithe as the song of the lark above 

Was Aubert's song that morn, 
Fair words of love to a tune of love, 

Red poppies in gold corn. 

' My love lies warm in her green-hung room 

At the cold/ faint dawn of day, 
She turns on her bed in the shuttered gloom 

For love of her love away. 

' She takes no thought of her peaked head-dress, 

Her linen veil and train, 
But sighs for a knight in the king's duress, 

For a lord who comes from Spain. 
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* Like warm white wool on the fallen snow, 

Like thorn on lily-flower, 
As the wan moonlight doth my lady show 

'Gainst the pale sheets of her bower. 

' And it's oh ! to stand by her white, white bed, 

It 's oh ! to lie at her side — 
God send me the sight of her comely head 

And the body of my bride.' 

Then fast there ran a little foot-page : 

"Dost hear, dost hear, fair sir, 
The headlong speed of an iron-shod steed 

That feels the rider's spur ? 

' And, see, there beats on the convent gate 

That ancient seneschal, 
In whose wrinkled hands were left thy lands 

And my lady in her hall.' 
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' Oh, white is thy cheek, lord seneschal, 

Full sorely dost thou weep ; 
* Do my towers stand tall, or may aught befall 
My fief and moated keep ?' 

' Oh, strong are the walls of thy moated place, 

And tall those towers of thine, 
But the gem is gone from thy jewel-case 

And thy saint has left her shrine.' 

' Now speak, thou aged castellan, 

Speak plainly to my need, 
Leave riddling shifts to the cunning man, 

And plainly read thy rede.' 

'The heart in my breast is a frozen stone, 

I fear to make an end, 
For my lady fled this month agone 

With thine own familiar friend.' 
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' Have my trusted friend and my wedded dame 

Prevailed to do this wrong > 
Have they put my name to the common blame 

And made my faith a song ? 

* Hath the God I served from my childhood up, 

Nor failed Him, nor denied, 
Seen their faithless hands prepare this cup, 

Nor stood upon my side ! 

« Since the God I served hath no care for troth, 

Come thou, my page, with me, 
Thou shalt see how a knight acquits his oath, 

His glove and fealty.' 

He entered in at the wide church door, 

His plumed hat on his head, 
The dented graves in the stone-flagged floor 

Screamed out beneath his tread. 
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From painted wall and from painted glass 

The patient saints looked down, 
The shrouded dead heard his wild step pass, 

And the carven shapes of stone. 

He strode through the nave and the sounding 
choir, 

Nor stayed until he stood 
Where the lamps burn red, like stars of fire, 

Before the Host and Rood. 

He discharged him there of his knightly troth, 

His faith and fealty, 
And there hath he plighted glove and oath 

To be God's enemy. 

As he turned him back to the wide church door 

With clinking spurs and steel, 
The trampled graves of the stone-flagged floor 

Screamed out beneath his heel. 
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' Now tell me, boy, and didst thou hap 

To see a maid pass by 
With a yellow gown, and a yellow cap, 

And a bold and wanton eye ? ' 

' Such a dainty dame I saw yestreen, 

With a wrinkled crone and old, 
The fairest may that was ever seen, 

Though her eyes were nowise bold, 

* So yellow a cap to her golden head 

My sister never wore ; 
Her crimson cheeks were a bonnier red 

Than Dame Baressa's bore.' 

1 Now, where is the home of this damsel sweet, 
Now, where did her shod feet win ? ' 

'She went but a bowshot down the street, 
And there she entered in.' 
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'Oh, mother ! I bring you a goodly gift, 

And one for your daughter fair ; 
Here's wage and enow for a goodwife's thrift, 

So let me climb your stair. 

« Oh, damsel ! I bring you the red, red gold, 

And tirl your fastened pin ; 
Here 's twice the fee for which Christ was sold, 

So let Sir Judas in. 

'The lights burn dim in thy fast-closed room, 

Thine eyes are red with sleep/ 
' I lie at mine ease in the curtained gloom 

The easier to weep.' 

* I bring good gold, not the priest's reproof, 

Now leave this teen and dole ; 
Hath thy hand set fire to a husband's roof, 

Or slain his living soul ! ' 
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The dame sprang forth from her dainty bed, 

A lily snapped and pale ; 
She crouched on the floor near the low bedhead, 

More wan than her wan night-rail. 

The room flashed full of the sudden day, 

Sir Aubert bared his sword ; 
But Baressa lay and moaned alway 

Nor spake one single word. 

' Of his stolen rose hath thy lover tired, 

Or walks he in the town? 
From what school of nuns hath thy fair friend 
hired 

This yellow cap and gown ? 

* Oh, blithe was my song, and my heart was glad 

When home I turned from Spain, 
But bitter and sad was the grief I had 

When I met my bride again. 
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' I plucked from my heart my faithless love, 

I sought revenge on God, 
He heard my oath, and He raised my glove 

And smote me with His rod. 

' I looked on death when I saw thy face, 

I bared my sword in wrath, 
But by Mary's aid and my Patron's grace 

I choose a fairer path. 

' From plume and song and from thee, fair wife, 

From camp and court I go, 
To serge and psalm and the hidden life 

Of the monks of Puicibot. 

' To the cloister roof that my youth loved well 

We ride this hour with speed, 
And the holy nuns will yield some cell 

To shelter there thy need. 
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' So, close beside, we must ply the scourge. 

And vigils keep, I ween, 
But we meet no more till Christ shall purge 

And wash our bodies clean. 

* Oh, harsh is the fare, and coarse the gown, 

And the flesh has little ease ; 
But sure at the last are the palm and crown 

And a stool at Mary's knees/ 
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A SACAEA IN BABYLON 

From forth the dungeon's noisome gloom, 

The lewd, foul pit of trampled clay, 
They drew the captive from his doom 

And struck his cankerous chains away. 
Fresh from the languid, sensual bath 

They wrapped him in a purple pall, 
And far along the rose-strewn path 

Men bowed before the criminal. 

He sat within a carven chair, 
A monarch's crown about his head, 

And round the board, with braided hair, 
Subservient guests lay, chapleted. 
60 



y Google 



A SACAEA IN BABYLON 

Obsequious to his lightest word, 
Armed Nubians stood before his gates, 

Or, kneeling at his couch, preferred 
Red flesh, and wines, and delicates. 

They breathed love-music from the flute, 

They plucked on sudden, jangling strings, 
The shrill-voiced eunuch and the mute 

Lithe juggler there did wondrous things ; 
And 'midst the brazier's perfumed mist 

At midnight, ere the banquet closed, 
With bangles tinkling at her wrist 

A naked dancer mimed and posed. 

Drunken with place, and ease, and wines, 

He entered at the harem door, 
He saw the hoarded concubines 

On silken mats enchant the floor ; 
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And where a dubious light was shed 
From silver lamps that burnt apart, 

He lay upon a queen's wrought bed, 
The king's own bride against his heart. 

Five days he sated thus his lust, 

Five nights embraced a monarch's wife ; 
Then he was stripped, and scourged, and thrust 

From all the gross delights of life. 
Loud to the gods the people cried 

To spare the king and take the thrall, 
And the sixth morn they crucified 

The wretch, beyond the city wall. 
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A DREAM AMISS 

Within, the sleepers lay a-row, 

Without, I heard no sound ; 
Like thin, blanched ivory, like snow 

Appeared the whitened ground. 

From forth the haunted night there drew 

A woman like a ghost, 
Beneath her silent velvet shoe 

The moonlight showed like frost. 

Her scented gown was pale and sweet 

As rose or hawthorn tree, 
She seemed from hood to kirtled feet 

Some silver fiewr de lis. 
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Her flow'r-blue eyes were shyly fair, 
Her bodice brushed my breast, 

One burning stray of golden hair 
Made bright my homespun vest. 

She led me softly by the hand 

Beneath the cloistral moon, 
She murmured spells from wonderland 

No mortal lips might croon. 

Before us rose a guarded wall, 

A pleasant fief and great, 
Fast slept its sergeants, armed and tall ; 

We stole within the gate ; 

We hastened through the shuttered town 

With furtive eyes of fear, 
The black cathedral frowned us down, 

The gargoyles craned to leer. 
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'Midst odorous garth and orchard-field 

Her gabled hall was set, 
The fireplace bore a carven shield, 

A high dame's coronet. 

Through corridors of torch-lit gloom 
My stumbling feet she led, 

A privet whiteness filled the /oom, 
She sat upon ljer bed. 

I kneeled before her, and I spoke, 
Great love had made me bold ; 

Her hair streamed o'er me like a cloak, 
A cloak of molten gold. 

Her body stooped to my embrace, 
Her tender mouth — Alack ! 

The features wavered in her face, 
Her bright hair changed to black. 
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Her eyes grown darker and more deep 

Familiar eyes meseemed, 
I named a name and woke from sleep, 

And knew I had but dreamed. 

Ah ! led by dreams, it little cost 

Far faery gold to gain. 
The mortal thing I covet most ] 

I yearn for all in vain. 
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THE MONTH OF MARY 

'O, sweet my mother, east me not away.' 

The trees are faint with lilac and with may, 
Loud with the song and wings of birds at 

play, 
A lyric rapture floods the blithesome day. 
(It is the Month of Mary, O my soul !) 

Grey incense drifted from the altar-pace, 
The singers chanted, from their wonted place, 
< Hail Mary, Mary Virgin, full of grace/ 
(How praise her rightly whom God's choirs 
extol?) 
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Shod with the moon a Woman entered there, 
Clothed with the sun as with a mantle fair, 
The stars like jewels shining through her hair. 
(O Royal Garment, fold me in thy state !) 

Once, in the secret counsel of His ways, 
With golden alchemy of subtle days, 
God perfected a creature to His praise. 
(Mother and Maid, a Bride Immaculate !) 

His grace prevailed upon her ere her birth, 
Grace shaped the flawless Vase unique in worth, 
Grace lit the Star that shone above our earth. 
(Rise, Morning Star, most musical, most bright !) 

God wrought her very surely with His hand, 

The Keystone of the fabric He had planned, 

Destined to more than she might understand. 

(Mirror of Justice, show us God aright !) 
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Hid from a sound of tongues and strife of blows, 
Like sOme still Garden mighty walls enclose 
Within God's temple bloomed the Mystic Rose. 
(O roses, waft your petals to her feet !) 

Till in the fulness of His time there came 
An Angel, shod with fire and winged with flame, 
To where one broidered lilies at a frame. 
(Lily of Eden, virginal and sweet.) 

He entered near the setting of the sun, 
' Blest among women, hail ! thou gracious one, 
God's chosen Bride and Mother of His Son.' 
(Ark of the Covenant, be strong to hold !) 

' Blest among women,' yea, supremely blest 
Was she whose womb was her Creator's nest, 
Who felt God's lips close sucking at her breast 
(Hail, Tower of Ivory, bright House of Gold 1) 
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' Blest among women/ yet more blest was she 
In founded faith and tender sympathy 
Than in her office and her dignity. 
(A House of Virgin Gold without alloy.) 

Ah ! woful blessing, ample to confer 

The sword-pierced heart, the sevenfold woes of 

her 
Prefigured in the Magi's gift of myrrh. 
(Thou, Mary, art the Cause of all our Joy !) 

Woe, which endured through all her womanhood, 
Woe, borne in fast and prayerful solitude, 
Woe, consummate before the laden Rood. 
(Mother of Tears, our days are piteous.) 

Can she forget those years of mortal grief, 

The rain-spoiled corn, the dry and wrinkled leaf, 
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E'en now in autumn calm and garnered sheaf ? 
(Strong Port of Heaven, be pitiful to us !) 

Ah ! when her body 'scaped the common doom, 
And naught but lilies blanched her grave's sweet 

gloom, 
Did she recall another rock-hewn tomb ? 
(Ascended Mother, make our calling sure !) 

When kneeling midst the angels' ordered rows 
Christ placed His circlet on her radiant brows, 
Seemed He not crowned as once in Pilate's 
house ? 
(Her sceptre and her throne shall aye endure.) 

Surely her brow is aching 'neath its gold, 

Her eyes are stained with tears she shed of old, 

A woman's breast is hers, though silken-stoled. 

(Comfort, dear Mother, each afflicted one !) 
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Star of the Sea, the surges rage and toss, 
Our life is sick with fear and blind with loss, 
We need a God Who fainted 'neath His cross. 
(Mother of Mercy, lead us to thy Son !) 

Refuge of sinners, hear us when we pray, 
Sure Tow'r of David, cast us not away, 
Through life, in death, and at the Judgment 

Day, 
Mother of God, be Thou our hope and stay. 
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GOUNOD'S MESSE SOLENNELLE 

Red lamps of fire like flames of Pentecost, 
Lights in the chancel, on the altar, lights, 
Tapers borne high by scarlet acolytes, 

Sweet savours of a smokeless holocaust. 

And at the elevation of the Host 

Loud bells, devout prostrations, mystic rites, 
Insurgent music, deeps and answering heights 

Th' impassioned Agnus pleading for the lost. 

I raised my head and saw you kneeling there 
With close-veiled face, and dark enframing hair, 
So white, so consecrate, a thing apart. 
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I thrilled and quickened, finding you so dear, 
The mass was like love-music to mine ear, 
And love, full fledged, rose quiring in my 
heart 
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FICUS INFRUCTA 

I sought His vineyard ere the sun was high, 
Through the faint hours of heat I laboured, 
He kept my homeward feet, and round my bed 

Set for a watch great warders from the sky. 

Ah ! in those days, those gracious days gone by, 
I knew Him in the breaking of His Bread, 
I loved the Host's still benediction shed 

From forth the lifted monstrance — I, ev'n I. 

Lord, when Thou wert anhungered and wouldst 

eat, 
Did not Thy Judgment smite the flaunting cheat 
Whose figless leafage God and man deceives ? 
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How then may I escape the self-same doom, 
Who once, perchance, bore fruit, but in its room 
Stand meanly hid 'neath lying shameless 
leaves. 
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I made excuse when bidden, Lord, nor drest 
In festal raiment, no gold gifts I bring ; 
Yet, lo ! this Board spread past imagining, 

With Christ the Host and Christ Himself the 
Guest. 

Thine hungered saints fed here with ardent zest, 
Prophet and priest and many a lineaged king 
Desired in vain to see this wondrous thing, 

And, Lord, I dare to come at Thy behest. 

I am not worthy that beneath my roof 
Thou, Lord, shouldst enter ; that these hands 

should take 
Thy Body broken for my abject sake, 
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That this soiled mouth should taste Thy Cup in 

proof 
Of dear remembrance ; yet hold not aloof, 
Stoop, Christ, and quicken, for the dry bones 

shake. 
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FOR FORD MADOX BROWN'S 'OUR 
LADY OF GOOD CHILDREN' 

In this still room, when dusk refined the day, 
Did angels press, with wings and aureole, 
Pear Lady of Good Children, to control 

Thy Child's clasped hands and teach His lips to 
pray. 

Did holy ministrants this gracious way 
Bear the clear water in a brazen bowl, 
Girt with the napkin as a priestly stole, 

Whilst on thy knees in flesh the Godhead lay ! 

Guard thou thy lambs, dear Mother, yea, and 
keep 
Thine older children fast in things unseen, 
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Make thou the heart, as once Christ's body, 
clean; 
Be near us in the watches when we sleep ; 

Oh, Mother of our Shepherd, Mary, Queen, 
Dear Lady of All Children, guard thy sheep. 
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THE VOICE 

I 

One came, discreet and gracious, like a bride, 
Carol upon her lips and holy mirth, 
Sweet with the garnered spices of the earth, 

In priestly vesture from God's winepress dyed. 

Beneath her heart fair memories abide, 

Her robe is stiff with lives of jewelled worth, 
Touched by the chrism of Pentecostal birth 

Queenly she passes to the Bridegroom's side. 

She spoke of surety»in a flux of doubt, 

Of one strong sheepfold near the living Well, 
One Church, rock-rooted, pure, infallible, 
A watered garden sealed and fenced about, 
One furnished altar with the world shut out ; — 
My heart anhungered in her courts to dwell. 
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II 

Ah, wistful heart ! so hot for certainties, 

Of beauty so solicitous and fain, 

May not her lovely dreams, perchance, prove 
vain, 
Her words but fairy tale and golden lies ? 
Man, born of woman, frets his hour and dies, 

Doth God upbear his steps with bit and rein ? 

Will death, in truth, smooth out life's tangled 
skein, 
Is any God beyond th' unanswering skies ? 

Ah ! though beyond the pale of mortal years 
Man have no city, is he all unblest ? 
Coarse food was his, but pungent, full of zest. 
Now in the silence, unperplexed by fears 
Of other lives worn through in kindred spheres, 
He tastes God's last long gift — the gift of rest. 
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Shall not the Judge of all the earth do right ? 
And how should He, the Ancient of all Days, 
The deft Artificer who moulds His clays, 

Endure our judgment of the Infinite ? ' 

As dust upon the balance, worthless, light, 
Paltry as breath He counts our blame or praise, 
How then should He expound His secret ways, 

Or justify His dealings in our sight ? 

Yet, Lord, remains the question — For whose sake 
Didst Thou contrive this pageant of the world, 
Hung round with space like curtains, blue, 
impearled, 
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'DUSTY ANSWERS' 

Burthened with savage life in sea and brake, 
This crust of earth, this heart of flame Thou 
hurled 
Athwart th' abyss with wailing in its wake ? 

II 

Ah ! woful and thrice hapless eyes of God, 
Condemned to view, since haggard time began, 
Our abject race wear through its destined span 

Stayed by the righteous judgment of His rod. 

Eclipse and tempest gather at His nod, 
We lie a servile prey 'neath nature's ban, 
And, lo ! for God or gain man deals to man 

Gibbet and war, the stake and fire-charred sod. 

And should the circle of the years bring back 
Earth's primal dawns — that golden age 
wherein 
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Men walked as gods, untouched by pain or 
sin — 
How may their fulness satisfy our lack, 
Or how the cordial that our sons may win 
Ease those wrenched joints that started on 
the rack ? 

Ill 

' Refrain, My son, nor be importunate ; 
These riddling years, these specious doubts 

that vex, 
Eternity must sift and unperplex ; 
Fear thou, and press within the narrow gate. 
Penal the cleansing, long the way and strait, 
Ere free from taint of sense, from snare of sex, 
Thine eye is purged from earth's bewildering 
flecks. 
Bide thou My season, dare, My son, to wait/ 
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Eternity appals me. Lord, I crave 

No palm and sexless rapture! — in their room 
Give back that sleep I knew before the 
womb. 
Yea, past this deep betrayal of the grave 
What peace, what joy may son of woman have 
Whilst one lost soul lies shuddering 'neath 
) Thy doom ? 
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THE PLEA 

From the white throne of Judgment raised on 
high 
Came speech and thunders, then a Voice 

again, 
c What man is he who deemed that Time was 
vain, 
Yet sought no foothold in Eternity; 
Who let no flower of any spring pass by, 

Who shunned the heights and loved the sun- 

. warmed lane, « 
Who yearned for beauty more than good or 
gain?' 
Then one made answer, ' Lord, that man am I. 
«7 
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THE PLEA 

' I stood not frankly, Lord, upon Thy side ; 

Alone, in turn, I stand to make my plea ; 

Since life I loathed I caused no life to be. 
No dross of mine was in the furnace tried, 
No tainted seed this grim arraignment bide ; 

O Lord most just, be merciful tome!' 
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DEUS ABSCONDITUS 

'The gods are hard for men to recognise ' ; 
Sad Ceres 'neath the semblance of a crone, 
In torn blue raiment, seated on a stone, 
Weeps ravished Proserpine in mortal wise. 
When summer falls, and languid Thammuz dies, 
What soft brown breast is scourged, what 

throat makes moan ? 
Christ hangs where writhen routiers mock 
and groan, 
A hissing, and a marvel in men's eyes. 
And we, round whom the crape-fine shadows 
draw, 
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DEUS ABSCONDITUS 

See we more clearly where the God has trod, 
Mark we His judgment in the smiting rod, 

His sweet compassion in each iron law ? 

Since none may say, ' With unsealed eyes I saw/ 
Hard, hard to recognise the secret God. 
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APPARITION 

How shall I find Him, who can be my guide ? 

Wears He a human form, a tear-marred face, 
By blood-red raiment may He be descried, 
Or broods 'He far withdrawn through stellar 
space? 
Perchance, informing all, His coils entwine 

And bind the monstrous fabric cell to cell, 
Or, veiled in service, 'neath this Bread and 
Wine 
A homely God, He deigns with men to 
dwell. 
Lo ! just beyond the skyline He may stand, 
Speak just without the waftage of mine ear, 
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APPARITION 

I all but touch Him with my outstretched hand, 
Clear to my senses He may straight appear. 

I hush my drumming heart, I stay my breath 
To catch His step, to hearken what He saith. 



92 



y Google 



THE GRAVE 

My fingers plucked upon the sheet, 
One drew the curtains round my bed, 

My failing pulses ceased to beat, 
I knew that I was dead. 

They closed the shutters of my room, 
They placed my body in a shell ; 

I lay contented in the gloom, 
I knew that all was well. 

For yet the bells rang hour and chime, 
And long withdrawn and far away, 

I marked the flux and flow of time, 
Night and resurgent day. 
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THE GRAVE 

I saw the still, familiar house, 
The window-sfeat, the lamp-lit nooks, 

The wonted things of common use, 
My rows of ordered books. 

I loved the hands upon my door, 
And in the silence where I slept 

I blessed the feet that crossed my floor, 
The kindly eyes that wept. 

So, peacefully, from chime to chime 
I drowsed, and found my burden light, 

Nor feared the flow and flux of time, 
Day and sequential night. 

Till, from the market and the street, 
Things sensible and known and dear, 

Men rooted my reluctant feet, 
Dislodged and set me here. 
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THE GRAVE 

Upon the narrow coffin lid 

The handselled dust Vas lightly strown, 
Men heaped the mould till all was hid, 

And left me here, alone. 

Alone with darkness absolute, 
In silence grosser than the dark ; 

My neighbours all lie blind and mute, 
No morning brings the lark. 

I dread the thing not heard with ears, 
I fear the shapes not seen with eyes ; 

Yea, in the dark though nought appears, 
I shudder and surmise. 

Nor present peace, nor hope I have, 
My haunted terror none may tell ; 

Can any life beyond the grave 
Make Death endurable I 
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WEEPING CROSS 

To Weeping Cross the pilgrims went 

Before the Rood to ease their grief, 
The leper and the penitent, 

The mass-priest and the thief. 
Each joined his burthen to the dirge, 

Each counted o'er his tale of loss, 
All plied the discipline and scourge 

At Weeping Cross, at Weeping Cross. 

And, lo ! there falls a day to us 

When each to Weeping Cross must come, 
And one with grief is garrulous, 

And some for woe are dumb. 

9 6 



v Google 



WEEPING CROSS 

From masques wherein we whirl alone, 
From deeps whereon our spirits toss, 

We bare the face but God hath known 
At Weeping Cross, at Weeping Cross. 

Ah, would the Rood might furnish balm 

To staunch our wound and end the pain ! 
Ah, would the blood from out that palm * 

Might clean efface our stain ! 
But we, frail dust and tainted clay, 

What alchemist refines our dross ! 
And lo ! we need for every day 

A Weeping Cross, a Weeping Cross. 
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IN VERSAILLES 

Behold the pleasure-house a monarch made, 
A prince's fairing by a people paid. 
In every chamber, when the task was done, 
Gleamed the bright blazon of the Royal Sun. 
Tears filled its fountains, — sun and tears and 
shade 
Spread the rank growths of Revolution. 

Within these courts moved gentlemen of name, 
Reputed captains, counsellors of fame ; 
Ladies by king and favour highly graced, 
Fans, red-heeled shoes, and gowns discreetly 
laced. 
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IN VERSAILLES 

Cards, song, and laughter pleased each dainty 
dame 
With powdered hair and patch demurely placed. 

This chapel, now so desolate and cold, 
Showed thick with tapers and with scent of old ; 
Within her palm each lady bore a light 
Upon her Book of Hours to read aright, 
Nor felt displeasure did the king behold 

White folded hands, and slim throat softly 
white. 

But ah ! time frowned upon the roguish glance, 
And put a term to jest and dalliance. 
Where once was danced the courtly minuet, 
The polished floor with loyal blood was wet ; 
For long delayed, the deluge broke o'er France 
And rained red rain on Marie Antoinette. 
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IN VERSAILLES 

These painted chambers now are desecrate 
And strangely fallen from their high estate : 
Faded the glamour and romantic glow ; 
A duller people passes to and fro, 
Pries in the very tire-rooms of the great, 
And makes these storied walls a picture show. 

Through halls that echoed mass and song and 

dirge, 
The stolid tourist moves in tweed or serge, 
With covered head he stares as others do, 
Regards the battles, jests a little too, 
And with a British humour he will urge 
His guide to show the field of Waterloo. 
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AFTER HEREDIA'S <LE SAMOURAI' 

(<?4toU un homme & deux adbret) 

The loud strings thrill beneath her languid hand, 
Whilst through interstices of latticed wall 
She knows her destined lover's proud footfall 

Upon th* unsheltered waste of quivering sand. 

With eyes fan-shaded, girt with twofold brand, 
In sombre mail he comes, and bears withal 
Hizen's device and crest armorial 

Above the fringes of his crimson band. 

This mighty swordsman dight with plates and 

blade, 
In bronze and silk and lacquer-work arrayed, 
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AFTER HEREDIA'S C LE SAMOURAI* 

Shows like some huge crustacean, black and 
red. 
He sees, he smiles beneath his bearded mask, 

And sunlit, gleaming with his quickened tread, 
Twin gold antennae tremble at his casque. 
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A PRIVATE 

From break of day to pitch of camp, 

Hot-foot, for many a weary mile, 
Along the powdery road I tramp, 

A private of the rank and file. 
I wear no gilt-fringed epaulette, 

No trumpets on my path are blown, 
No star shines on my breast — but yet 

My dream, at least, is all mine own. 

We snatch a glimpse through dust and dirt 

Of handfast lovers in a lane, 
Shy children at a mother's skirt, 

Red fire upon the window-pane. 
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A PRIVATE 

I glance, but dare not pause to brood, 
In heavy kit I march alone ; 

No maid for me will lose her snood ; 
But ah ! my dream is all mine own. 

At times upon our toilsome way 

The army halts /while, and harks 
To tales of life beyond our day, 

Of years beyond the Patriarchs. 
I crave not greatly such a gift, 

I covet neither crown nor throne, 
Perchance God keeps with loving thrift 

My very dream to make mine own ! 



104 



y Google 



ROSEMARY 

Three mates at play, at board, at class, 
We vowed, when we were men, 

Through time and tide our lives should pass 
Together, now as then. 

One tends his flock 'neath austral skies 

Where song-birds never sing; 
In reapen fields one, sleeping, lies, 

Whence never song-birds spring. 

I, only, tread the common ways, 

Haunt each familiar scene : 
Deep in my heart I hoard old days 

And think of what has been. 
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A MINSTREL 

On the loud cobbles of the market-place, 

Where hucksters chaffer and the chapmen 
bawl, 
I plied my singing-craft a weary space 
Near booth and stall. 

About me pulsed and throbbed the busy land, 
The marts where haggling merchants buy and 
sell, 
None lent his soul to listen, clapped his hand, 
Nor cried Noel. 
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A MINSTREL 

Or if by chance some loiterer paused awhile, 
He spied the pit from whence my songs were 
hewn, 
He found their burdens heavy, hid a smile. 
Hummed a light tune. 

Some loved this obvious world of sun and streams, 

Some craved a tonic for the ills we share, 
All found the dim asylum of my dreams 
A languorous air. 

I raised no cryptic God a novel fane, 

Preached no hoarse gospel at the city gate ; 
Small skill was mine to make rough places plain, 
The crooked straight. 

I felt no itch to set my Maker right, 

God's wheaten flour sufficed my common need, 
I clung to reverend form, to gracious rite, 
My mother's creed. 
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A MINSTREL 

And if my faith were blurred by mists of doubt, 
Could telling of my sickness make men 
whole ? 
Why-— since a sick man shuts the whole world 
out — 

Show the sick soul ? 

I blew no trumpet in th' embannered host, 

I proved no surgeon to the fractured times, 
From fragile stuffs I spun my heart at most, 
Star-litten rhymes. 

And thus my witless singing did me wrong, 
Since men have deemed me careless, cold, 
remote, 
And none has marked the passion 'neath my 
song, 

My sobbing throat. 
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A MINSTREL 

Ah ! just because we move 'midst anxious days, 
Marsh-fire and tossing torches, pain and wars. 
Bewildered paths, spoiled love, and parted ways, 
A world of jars, 

I wrought my soul a temple of escape, 

I hid myself from this sad self of mine, 
I lulled my heart with dreams for opiate, 
Drug, anodyne. 

Yet, like some priest who celebrates the Mass 
With pomp of rich observance for an hour, 
The office ended, straightway he must pass 
To tasks grown sour; 

So, forth th' illusive world wher* shadows speak, 

Life hales me bound and captive at his car ; 
I do his bidding, but my soul I seek 
Where white dreams are. 
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A GARDEN OF ADONIS 

From roof and latticed balconies 

For Thammuz' death the women wail, 
And slim brown maids with eastern eyes 

Defile the hair and rend the veil. 
With mystic rite and secret lips, 

They set in pots of coloured clay 
Sprigs of wild rose and myrtle slips, 

That bloom and wither in a day. 

I pluck the flowers my days have known, 
I prune the dreams my sleep hath met 

The fragile sprays I plant alone, 
In shapen words my songs I set. 
no 
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A GARDEN OF ADONIS 

They fade, before the red sun dips, 
like grass, like flesh of coloured clay ; 

A strenuous wind my garden strips 
And withers in a single day. 
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